In my purgatory 
Of mediocrity and inner imfamy
Us men arent the baddest of them all 
The girls are out psychoing us 
Things are becoming inverted and foggy 
Is it normal for us to wear thongs now? 
Are switching roles are making new ones? 
What are we supposed to be now? 
Anything I want just seems like a trip to the store 
So much to choose that I never choose at all 
The male and female scripts are archaic and old 
But the future looks kaleidoscopic
With how many versions we could be 
A straight couples fantasy 
When the genitals switch but not their genes
Genatelia is quite disgusting
It reminds me of insects sometimes 
When I watched two dragonflies mate like robots 
In A heart of bodily organs 
It hangs in my thoughts when I have sex 
Its weird to think meta when your right inside of it 
Like you disassociating yourself to the point of a youtube clip 
Your almost their but not really   
